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Chapter | 


Greg was not having a good day with the drum machine. There was no such thing. But this would have to do 
until they found a drummer. On top of it, Ken was driving him crazy. He could only ignore the flirty 
distractions for so long. It became more difficult to do so when hands running through his hair turned to 
kisses on his cheek or shoulder caresses. Greg didn't react-- not externally, at least --in hopes that the older 


man would eventually take a hint and cut it out. 


Sure enough, Ken eventually scoffed and stormed out of his bedroom. Greg let out a quiet sigh of relief, rolling 
his chair to the right to retrieve his notebook. Searching for his pen, he moved back to the left and spun 
around towards his bed. He could hear Ken's footsteps as the latter entered the room again, seating himself on 


the empty space on the desk 


"Ken," Greg moved his chair back to the right, "I'm really busy right now, and you know that. Could you please 
stop trying to distract me with--" 


Greg's voice faltered when he faced forward. Hls eyes were met with Ken, who removed his clothes, sitting 


with his legs spread. 


"Oh, God." 

I'm sorry," Ken smirked. "What were you saying?" 

He felt the sides of his face warm up. Greg shook his head, taking his eyes off Ken's manhood. 

"Just... please, get off my desk" 

"Make me." 

"Make you what?" 

"Make me get off on your desk." 

"That's--" Greg groaned. "Not even going to work" 

"Sure it will. Unless you.. had another idea in mind." 

Greg had several things in mind, the first being to pull his seat forward. The man in front of him hummed 
when Greg squeezed his thigh gently. Greg bowed his head, leaving a trail of kisses up Ken's inner thigh. Ken 


swallowed thickly above him, raking his fingers through Greg's hair. 


"Oh." the older man breathed as Greg kissed the tip of his erection He then let out something between a gasp 
and a whine the moment Greg's tightened lips went down, engulfing the first few inches of his length. 


Greg placed his hand around the base, moving in slow strokes as he sucked Ken off. His other hand sat against 
his own erection between his legs, beside himself when he realized how easily he gave in to Ken. Firmly 
resisting a man like him was next to impossible. 

Unintentionally, Ken's length slipped out of his mouth with a wet pop, but he didn't stop. He ran his lips and 
tongue along the shaft, which seemed to bring Ken immense pleasure. He had a loose grip on Greg's hair as he 
pushed his hips upward, telling the younger man without the use of words to put it back in his mouth. Both of 
Greg's hands sat at Ken's thighs to brace himself, and partly to attempt keeping Ken still. 

"F-fuck," Ken moaned. 

Greg's eyes flickered up to Ken's expectantly. 

"|--ah... | wanna lie down" 


"Okay, princess," he drew back, "Anything you want." 


"Princess?" Ken repeated under his breath, his cheeks turning a deeper shade of red as he stood up. 


Greg left his seat and sat at the foot of his bed, where Ken joined him by straddling the bassist's lap. Ken 
tugged him forward by his shirt, forcing Greg's lips to meet his for a heated kiss. Greg wrapped his arms 
around the man on top of him as they moved their mouths against one another, neither of them hesitating to 


escalate to the swapping of tongues. 


When they both broke away to breathe, Ken took the opportunity to pull Greg's shirt over his head. After 
dropping it on the floor, he attacked Greg's neck with his mouth, kissing, sucking, and gently grazing the 
younger man's flesh with his teeth. Lying on his back, Greg's breath hitched, picturing with closed eyes the 
inevitable marks to be left by Ken while relishing the sensation of the singer's mouth on him. Ken pulled back 
with a sigh and a faint smile, his deft fingers undoing Greg's fly before hooking around the waistband. He 
moved back and took the remainder of Greg's clothes with him. 


Greg brought his hand down to his own member, only to be swatted away and pinned above his head by the 
older man. The latter took both of their lengths into his hand, exhaling heavily though his nose at the first 


downward stroke. 


"Shit," Greg breathed as Ken worked his hand around both their members, the older man's heated flesh feeling 


smooth like velvet against his own 


He closed his eyes for a moment and hummed, having no choice but to lie down while Ken took control. He 
couldn't move, not that he wanted to. At most he would have liked to kiss Ken's parted lips, the first thing he 
noticed when he opened his eyes. He looked at Ken's eyes, dark and lust-hooded, his eyelashes fluttering when 
he blinked They shut tight without warning, Ken breathing heavily as he moved his hand faster. His other hand 
went to his left nipple, playing with it in between two fingers. His own being free, Greg put his hands on the 
older man's hips. Ken reacted to that immediately, his breaths trembling and his hips rolling forward as he 
came. The movements of his hand became jagged while his white fluid shot out, landing on his hand and Greg's 


abdomen 

"Fuck," Ken whined as his climax seemed to fade. "Didn't mean to—" 

"You did nothing wrong," Greg assured him, almost telling him how hot he looked just then 

Ken looked away and bit his lip, then brought his eyes back to Greg. "But you still need to.. you know." 


"No shit. Get to it then" 


Chapter 2 


Ken straddled Greg's lap, working his palm along the latter's erection to lubricate it. 
"Feels good?" the man on top of him purred. 
"Yeah," Greg swallowed. "Really fucking good" 


Ken repositioned so that he sat on Greg's erection He brought one of his hands behind himself, to which Greg 
wondered what for. He figured it out when he caught Ken's brows knotting, his lips parting as he inserted his 
own fingers into his entrance. Sighing, he stroked his erection slowly, while the other slid back and forth to 


prepare himself. 


Pulling his fingers out with a huff, he took Greg's length into his hand and lined it up with his entrance. He let 
out a quiet grunt when the tip pushed through, his eyes closed as he lowered himself onto Greg's lap. 


Greg cursed under his breath when Ken started to pull himself up, both men moaning in unison when the older 
man dropped himself back down. He continued at the same languid pace, the bed underneath them shaking with 
each downward thrust. Panting, he watched Ken fuck himself, his dark hair hanging in front of his face when 
he leaned forward. He intertwined his fingers with Greg's before pinning them above his head. His mouth hung 
open, uttering lewd praises in between breaths about how good Greg's dick felt. 


He eventually released his grip on Greg's hands, running his own through his hair and sitting upright. Greg 
caught the sultry look in his eyes before he moved faster, his deep voice trembling ang growing louder as he 
slammed himself flush against Greg's hips. 


"F-fuuuck me, Greg," he purred desperately. 


His request was difficult to resist sounding like that. Not that Greg intended to tell him no. Not while they've 
gotten this far. He just wanted to watch Ken ride him a little longer. His hands held onto Ken's hips as he began 
to thrust upward, drawing out a surprised ah out of the man on top of him. His breaths came out in deep 
huffs, almost as loud as the sound of his sweat-slick skin against Ken's. He mouthed a silent oh as Ken's hands 
lay flat against his chest. 

As Ken slowed his hips down to a halt, Greg did the same. 

Ken huffed. "Almost there?" 

Greg nodded, using the moment to catch his breath. 


"Me too." Ken pulled himself up until he was kneeling above Greg. 


He sat up and watched Ken crawl toward the pillows, quietly admiring the sight in front of him until the older 
man lied down on his back. Greg then repositioned himself between Ken's spread legs, leaning down to kiss him. 
He left a trail from Ken's lips that descended to his inner thigh. Greg gazed forward and caught Ken's head 
tossed back in pleasure as he kissed and sucked, before closing his eyes. 


He drew back after a few seconds, noticing the mark he left on Ken's skin. He went at it again, but not before 


exhaling hotly, which seemed to make Ken shiver and moan. 
"Babe.." Ken begged, closing his hand around his own member. 


He straightened up after leaving one more love bite, lining himself up and pushing forward into the other man 
with less resistance than before. Ken reacted with a low groan, lifting his legs higher. 


"Fuck." Greg hissed, rolling his hips into the tight heat. "You look hot like that." 

Ken chuckled softly, his moans coming out as muted hums from behind his closed lips as Greg suddenly went 
faster. The older man's hands gripped the sheets, as tight as his shut eyes. His lips formed a small smile, 
after which his deep moans grew louder. 

"Ohh!" Ken gasped sharply after one firm thrust forward "D-do that again. Please.." 

Greg pulled back slowly before slamming his hips into Ken once more. “Like that?" 

"Ah!" he cried out. "Yeah! Oh.. don't stop..." 

He figured he was doing something right when Ken's hand pumped own erection, presumably to bring himself to 
the point of climax. Greg persisted at the same pace until he felt Ken's body tremble beneath him, struggling 
to articulate any words as he came. He felt Ken tighten around his length while erupting, his fluid landing on his 
chest and abdomen in white streaks. Greg thrust into him a few more times before doing the same, 
restraining his deep groans as he finished inside the other man. His eyes fluttered closed as the ecstatic waves 


rippled through his body, his sharp thrusts slowing to a stop as it subsided. 


Their breaths were rapid, tapering off to a normal pace as they regained their composure. Greg sat back on 
his heels when he pulled out. 


"Happy now?" 
Ken, looking wrecked, answered with a weary nod. 
"Can | get back to work now?" 


The older man nodded again. "Lay down with me." 


"l--" Greg stopped himself from saying something to the effect of no. He lay beside Ken, who left a soft kiss 
on his forehead, then his right cheek, and his lips. 


"Aren't you happy you stopped resisting me?" Ken soothed. 


With a soft hum, he closed his eyes as Ken tenderly ran his fingers through his hair. "I could never resist 


you." 


